If beauty fades, then, while you may, expend it

while spring in blossom dwelleth with the giver,
and if it fades not, the more freely lend it,

since what you lend remains your own for ever*
Venus, who caused my pain and who could end it,

why do you leave me in your camp to shiver
the helpless victim of a cruel bandit,

who, save for death, will give me freedom never ?
My ease and quiet you have changed to bitter.

But what could I expect from the sea-nurtured

but tempest?   What from Vulcan's wife but fire?
What from the war-god's mistress but the glitter

of knives and all my heart for ever tortured

by the incessant armies of desire?

'93